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KOSSUTH SKULL-SPLITTER...2 AY we Found your NO, (T'S THE MEW OF KHOR 
BROKEN WEAPON. We Go AGAIN Bur WHERE 

AYE, AND (75 GOOD WEEKS &GO, NEAR HAVE YOU BEEN, 

TO SEE YOU ALIVE, ANOTHER DEAD 

BY HELL'S THUNDER! Pr YAGA. TO YY“GGA, 

STRONCOLO 

OF THE WINGED 


WOMEN-- UNLESS 
WE PREVENT IT! 


LISTEN -- FORGET YOUR) TL Knew Wee V BuT, |€ one THE 
BLOOD-FEUD WITH THE ] FEAR Tt MEN OF KHOR WILL 


CITY OF KHOR, AND JOIN TOGETHER, I CAN 
WW ME IM 4, LEAD YOU INTO THEIR 
VERY CYTADEL! 


YOu'LL SOON HAVE 
YOUR CHANCE TO SPEAK 
WITH THE MEW OF AWOR 

ABOUT IT, [RONHANO. 





4O,MEN OF KHOR! 


: L Shy, TLL 
: GO16 MEET 
Ed \ THem--ALONe--, 


IND I WOULD PARLEY WITH (IN TRUTH, YOU'LL 
GOTH YOU ANO THE KOTHAN! y TELL YOUR LIES 
TO THE CLAW- 
BIRDS... 


«--THOUGH You'LL I SAW THIS MAN FIGHT HEAR ME, BOTH YOU TRIBES! T HAVE 
DO [T WITH Your A LONGTOOTH ONCE, BEEN A CAPTIVE AMONG THE YAGAS, 
THROAT WIOE-SLIT. AND SZA@y¥ IT. IN THE LANO OF YAGG..- 


. WHERE MANY OF YOUR 
WIVES AND DAUGHTERS 
Mm \ HAVE BEEN SPIRITEO. 
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THESE ARE You 
WOMEN WHO SCREAM 
UPON THE RACKS OF 
YUGGA --WHILE YOU 
PLAY AT WAR, ANO 
CALL YOURSELVES 
MENS 











Just KeEeP-- ‘ F ear BY ‘ronwano! 
THOSE BASTARDS-- | me : < 4 THERE'S TOO 
Away FROM ME-- = Lon %% P D\ Many oF THEM! 


— 


\T-- DOESN'T 
MATTER NOW-- 





BARBARIANS LEARN 

THE PRICE OF 
DARING TO. 
7TTACK 

OUR CITADEL’ 
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BECAUSE 
IT’S 
THERE 


by Ralph Macchio 


Illustrated by 
Joe Jusko 


Something hidden — go and find it 
Go and look behind the Ranges, 
Something lost behind the Ranges 
Lost and waiting for you. Go! 
Rudyard Kipling 


| he Mountain. Unnamed. 


Unbeaten, With the serenity known to 
thing: it has awaited my 
return. Now, after ten years, | stand 
before it again; as | did with the first 








expedition, as | have so many times in 
the dream, There is tever in my body 
My eyes burn as | stare at the familiar 
peaks and experience the familiar urge 

to scale them to their summit 

Something moves into my field of 
Vision, Green against the white of the 
snow, the slate grey of the rocks. A 
reptile, A cn 
fever at work. | don’t react or betray 
what I'm feeling to Daltrey, my partner 
still staring, awed, behind me, The 
climb has to. go on 

Climbing is my passion, The lure 
of the unknown; conquering the 
unconquerable. These claim my soul 
as they have few other men. The only 
other thing | ever loved so much is 
Latinda 

Latinda. Fifteen years ago we met 
ina Manhattan museum, She was 
standing in front of an ail painting of 
Mount Everest. Her eyes seemed to 
study and trace each painted contour 
with a sensual fervor. More than her 
beauty, that fervor attracted me, far | 
saw in itd passion like my own, By the 
end of the afternoon, | knew | was 
correct. By the end of the evening, we 
lovers. inseparable 


Uri the first expedition up the 


Mountain 








ature from the dream, The 














— 
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lps 








She loved climbing as much as | 
did. But close as we seemed, there 
were differences. During an ascent, | 
was all stark intensity, unshakeable 
concentration; the climb was an 
assault, an act of conquest. But Latinda 
would often stop, close her eyes and 
listen, listen to something beyond the 
wind moving through the peaks, 
something that brought her comfort 
and peace. Ata summit, | stood 
manic, exhilarated. Latinda was quiet 
contemplative, calmly expectant; as 
though waiting for something inevitable 
that hadn’t happened yet. Whatever 
her feelings then, she never shared 
them with me; not even in those 
intimate reflective moments after 
lovernaking when feelings are most 
often shared, And somehow, the 
mystery, the not knowing, only made 
me desire her more, 

That desire sustained our relation 
ship during atime when Latinda began 
to grow distant, to withdraw. There 
was no question of her leaving, of 
having found anyone else, But in the 
worst moments, she would stiffen 
coldly at my touch, as though ap- 
proached by a stranger. | could almost 
feel the rejection, like a tangible chill 
on tny hands, as she'd move away 


| hen we were asked to join'an 
international expedition to scale the 
Mountain 





Latinda brightened at the news 
No wonder. Not as high as Everest or 
the Matterhorn, its peak was the most 
inaccessible area on earth. Every past 
attempt to scale it ended in failure; 
failure often compounded with death: 
Its peculiar locale cursed it with raging 
crosswinds and sudden snowstorms 
which hid and disguised its surfaces of 
sandstone and shale. A killer mountain 
A predator. It was there, and it had 
never been beaten, It drew fifteen of us 
to its base, representing over a dozen 
different nations. And it renewed the 
passion turned cold between Latinda 
and myself 


Uni one week later, five hundred 
feet from the Mountain’s summit, it 
tore us apart forever 

| was last in the line of climbers 
when the wind and snow hit us, 
blizzard force. It tore several of us from 
the path of pitons we were following. 
As the lead climbers struggled to pull 
us up, the taunt stretch of nylon rope 
between me and Latinda, in the 
position just ahead of me, frayed 
against a sharp outcropping of slate. | 
fell thirty feet to a ledge below. The 
last sight | saw before losing con- 
sciousness was Latinda slowly disap: 
pearing upward into the fury of sleet 
and snow, looking at me, it seemed 
with a strange, sad smile 


The expedition was never heard 


irom again 








During the months in the hospital, 
the dreams began. Or rather, the 
dream. It was always the same. | return 
to the Mountain, fighting my way up 
that final distance | never managed to 
climb in reality 


Nigiinisie creatures 


observe my pragress. And somewhere 
ahead, a dark figure looms, Fierce but 
feminine. Seeming at once to bar my 
way yet draw me on. | climb, | struggle. 
But long before | reach the uppermost 
peak... | wake up screaming, And 
thought | never saw the face of the 
dream’s dark figure, Somehow | am 
sure it is Latinda 





























{tell myself it was an accident. | 
meant to hit him, but not with the 
hand that held the ax. But even as | 
think this, |am moving, starting to 
climb up the Mountain toward the end 
of the dream 


Rerenitessty, hurl myself against 


the mountain, fighting my way up until 
itis too dark to go on. | set up camp 
and climb into my sleeping bag, falling 
almost instantly into a fevered, uneasy 
slumber. How long it lasts, |am 
uncertain. One moment | am asleep, 
the next lam sitting up, listening 
Listening for something beyond the 
moaning wind. Outside the tent, there 
is moonlight. And high, high above the 
ledge | am camped on, someone looks 
down, The dark figure of my dreams. 
There. And in an instant, gone. 

Fast, fast as | can move, | break 
camp and climb, Assaulting rock, 
shale, snow and ice without skill or 
care, | scale upward with brute instinct 
toward the spot where | saw the figure 
Occasionally, | believe | glimpse it 
always just ahead. Higher 


The Mountain seems to fight me 
Gusts of wind threaten to whip me olf 
its dark, sheer face. | become light 
headed, dizzy, as the air grows thinner 
Somewhere above is another ledge. | 
look up, expecting to glimpse the 
furtive shadow. There isa low rumble 
Rockslide. Snawslide. | cling to my 
ropes as the cascade tumbles around 
me threatening to carry me dawn with 
it. Not rocks. Not snow. Skulls! 
Human bone! Shattering. Splintering 
Something snags my parka, slams é 
my face. | scream and cling tighter 
And finally, it ends. 


A acsic later, 1am pulling 


myself up onto the once-distant ledge 








Sre is waiting. A shadow no 


more 
Ice goddess, | think. But that is 
wrong. She is a warrior, a defender, 
girded for battle, ready to combat 
anyone who would assault this final 
stretch of the Mountain's crown. The 
flags and bones of past attackers lay 
littered about her. The tiny green 
creatures of my fever scamper around 
the remains. My mind fights what my 
eyes see. For the figure before me is 
even more than an icy, barbaric warri 
oress 
She is Latinda 
Yes, my love,” she says, and at 
her words the wind diminishes to a 
Why do you seem shocked? 
You've been searching for me, haven't 
ally why you're here?’ 
In God's name, how can this be? 
You can't have survived in this frozen 
waste for ten years. You... you have to 
be dead! | 
‘Call it what you will 
But | am here 
the instincts that brought you 
The others 


whisper 





you? Isn't that r 





the fever 





Wendell 


Now you seek to deny 


The rest of the first 
expedition. If you've survived, What 
happened to them 

\ fed off them, Wendell. They 
were my sustenance until | became 
one with the spirit of the Mountain 
Now | am nourished by that alone 

She begins to back away as we 
speak. Slowly, but steadily. Easing 





upward toward the, Mountain's snowy 
crest. I step forward, following, praying 
the fever has made.me mad 

You cannibalized a dozen 
human beings? Latinda, you were the 


woman | loved 
. 
A strange, sad smile touches her 





e. Asmile | feel I've seen before: 
My poor Wendell. I've always 
belonged to the Mountain. That's been 


my destiny since before the day you 
ind | met. Itwas only a matter of 
sameday finding my way here... when 
| finally did, it was like coming home. | 
cared for you, Wendell... but this is 
where | was meant to be. When the 





storm separated you and me and later 
killed the expedition 
ilive by the Mount 


lt remained 
in’s will, to carty 





its spirit... to guard it forever from con: 


quest 
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don’t feel my body hit the snow 
lonly fee old, cree 
into ev of me. Until finally i 


reaches det 


that v 
my victor 
walk why away 


Mountain to which st 


Phen le 
Lam sitting up in my 
till in my tent, by 
fever chills, m 


the dream t 








ping, creeping 














; IDEAL PLACE TO SEND THE 
BM) REBELLIOUS IRISH. BUT BRITAIN STOPPED. 
SHORT OF GRANTING THEM INDEPENDENCE, §f 
AND “THE TROUBLES” BEGAN AGAIN UNTIL, 
IN 2180, THE EMPIRE FOUND ITSELF 4 
FACED WITH A NEW INSURGENCY. ; 


ee ac || 
_. FOR the pikes must be together 
i RC “at the pising op the moons”? 








ONE MORE WORD signal-token, 
whistle up the onaechanee tun 








Ai> 


ten 


Banshee's Lonely ¢) 


leet eke pelo . 





and a thousand pikes went Flashing 
By the pysing of the moon! 


2 
By the RISING of Themoon , 
there upon thac (MARKED su 
thee OaRK Mass ener weRe Seche 




















ITHORITY, AND THIS TIME 
SUCCEEDED IN WINNING 


INDEPENDENCE. 


AU’ 


©1979 by Bill Mantlo & Polly Law 
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YOU WON'T FIND IT ON ANY 
NAVIGATION CHARTS, ANDO 
ANYONE WHO KNOWS IT 
EXISTS WILL TELL YOU IT'S 
IMPOSSIBLE TO REACH), 


eo —s 


THEY'LL INFORM YOU THAT EVEN 
(F YOU GET AROUND THE ROGUE 
WHITE OWARF IT ORBITS, THE 


OD0S AGAINST PASSAGE THROUGH bs 
THE SURROUNDING ASTEROID 
BELT ARE 6,528 TO1,, 


fem THEY'LL SAV THE 
f\ WAS RADIATION FIELD iS 
1) SO STRONG THAT 
NO AMOUNT OF 
SHIELDING CAN SAFE- 
GUARD YOU FROM 
(15 LONG-TERM 
EFFECTS), 


AND EVEN A REAL 
FOOLHARDY PILOT 
WOULD CRINGE AT 
THE THOUGHT OF 


| THROUGH AN ATMO- 


SPHERE SO HEAVY 
IT JAMS THE MOST 
SOPHISTICATED 
SENSORS, 


BUT, LET'S JUST SAY YOU DO MAKE IT 
THAT FAR, YOU BURST THROUGH THE 
CLOUP COVER), WHAT DO YOU FIND2 





VERYWHERE, JUNGLE (ie 


SO THICK THAT LIGHT 


mW) ITSELF CAN'T PIERCE 


THE IMPENETRABLE 
CANOPY! 


SHEER SUICIDE TO 
LAND A CRAFT IN ANYTHING 
LIKE THA 


LL TELL You 

ALL THIS AND 

PROBABLY .A LOT 
MORE, 


$0, YOU GO | 
AND DO IT, 
ANYWAY! 





NOW SOME MEN THIRST 
FOR GLORY AND SOME 
FOR GOLD.,, 


FOR OTHERS, ONLY 
WHIRLPOOLS OF 
SEX OR RIP-TIDES 
OF BATTLE WILL 
EVER QUENCH 
THEIR INNERMOST 
CRAVINGS, 


BUT YOU,,, YOUR 
PURSUITS HAVE 
ALWAYS BEEN 
EPICUREAN! 


LARGE HAS BEEN 
YOUR APPETITE FOR J 
EXOTIC FOODS AND |e 

= MANY HAVE BEEN 
YOUR OFFERINGS 
To THE BELLY-GOD,, 


WITH NERVE, CUNNING, AND 

A BLATANT DISREGARD 

FOR DANGER, YOU HAVE 
ACCOMPLISHED THE 
IMPOSSIBLE! 





Ca 


AND NOW, STAND READY 
TO BE THE F/RST MORTAL 
TO REAP THE FORBIDDEN 
FRUITS OF THE BANANA 
PLANET! 








— 
AETER THE BITTER 
CURSES AND CRIES 
OF DESPAIR HAVE 
LONG ENDED, 


mI'S WHEN THE FEAST 
REALLY BEGINS/ 
(Te aaa 





AT LAST atu tHe 
CHILDREN OF ORSIROSIAN 
DOOM STAND GATHERED. 
READY TO END THE DREAD 

ZYGOTEAN NIGHTMARE 


I'VE WORKED A 
LIFETIME TO ACHIEVE 


WORTHY OF THAT 
EFFORT. 
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NOW ONLY THE 
SECRET OF THIS 
AMULET STANDS 
BETWEEN US AND 
OUR VENGEANCE LIES THE SECRET OF 
44] THE INFINITY HORN'S 
WHEREABOUTS AND 
OTHER MYSTERIES AND 
QUALITIES WE'LL NEED 
TO REACH THE 
FINAL MOMENTS. 


BUT SUCH WONDERS ARE NOT 
GAINED WHILE IN THE COMPANY 
OF OTHERS OR ON PLANE OF SAY. FOR THE PLACE I GO 
EXISTENCE SUCH AS THISONE. Jf PLAYS STRANGE TRICKS 
2 / WITH TIME, BUT AWAIT 
IME, FOR 1 SHALL nevunn 


SO You'RE 


TAKING OFF 
FOR A WHILE. 








BUT SURELY THE MASTER 


WOULDN'T TRUST OUR SAFETY 


TO ONE WHOSE ABILITIE! 
MATCH HIS STATURE 


SO THIS IS THE 
PROTECTION AKNATON 
NOT 


PROMISED US. YES, JUST 


QUITE WHAT I 5] ONE MAN WITH 
EXPECTED--OR, SHOULD A BEARD, AND 
T SAY, NOTAS MANY HIM ONLY HALE 

AS 1 EXPECTED THE SIZE OF ZA 


i 


PERHAPS THIS LITTLE MAN 
HAS HIDDEN POWERS. 


MAYBE HIDDEN 
SOME PLACE LIKE 
UNDER HIS HOOD... 











., BUT THE "LITTLE MAN’ 
HAS ALWAYS BEEN RATHER 
“SENSITIVE” ABOUT HIS 
HEIGHT. 


IF YOU NEED THE. 
‘JUST ONE MAN” 
FOR ANYTHING, TLL 

BE OVER ON THE 
RIDGE KEEPING AN 
EYE ON THE 
HORIZON. 


THE MASTER MADE A 
GOOD CHOICE WITH THAT 
ONE... ZA'S HEAD WILL BE 

RINGING FOR HOURS 


BECRUSEMETOMEINA \ (He SAVED ME 

IT. HE © ME | | SAVED Mi 

MOMENT OF OAARNESS, FROM MYSELE BUT WHAT DID 
STOPPED ME FROM = 
STEPPING TO A DEATH RU PORNEN 
‘BOTH MAD AND WASTEFUL 


WHY DO YOU 
CALL AKNATON.. 
THE MASTER? 


a MAYBE HE. 
SAVED ME FOR A 
BETTER DEATH. 





DAMN THAT BALD 
PULSAR SUCKER... 
STUCK ME WORKING 
WITH A BUNCH 
OF AMATEURS. 
STILL, THIS 
JOB DOES 


TM. SORRY 
ABOUT 
BACK THERE... 
SORRY AND 
GRATEFUL. 


THANK YOU FOR NOT HURTING ZA. I 

REALIZED, WHEN YOU STRUCK, THAT 

WITHIN YOU LIES THE POWER TO HAVE 

KILLED ZA SEVERAL TIMES OVER WITH 
THAT ONE BLOW. 





WE'RE ALL VERY, THAT WAS WRONG 

NERVOUS ABOUT WHAT OF US. WE SHOULD. 

LIES AHEAD. _1 GUESS WE HAVE REALIZED THAT 

WERE JUST TRYING TO THIS SITUATION 15 SURELY 

WORK OFF THAT TENSION JUST AS HARD ON YOU 
‘AT YOUR EXPENSE. AS ITIS ON US. 





WELL, LET‘ JUST A COUPLE I DON'T KNOW 
‘JUST SAY OF HOURS AGO WHY I OID IT, 
ITS A BIT 1 WAS BACK ON EITHER... MAYBE 


CONFUSING BYFREXIA IT WAS SOMETHING. 
BATTLING ZYGS IN His VOICE.. 
THE WAY I THEN UP POPS 
KNOW BEST. YOUR _AKNATON 
WITH SOME WILD 
SCHEME TO BLAST 
ALL THE ZYGS TO HADES, 
AND LIKE SOME YOUN 
FOOL I FOLLOW HIM 
WITHOUT THINKING 


1M _ON YOUR SIDE. 
REMEMBER ? 





—~I 
BUT NOW YOU'RE y 
WONDERING WHY A 
YOU'VE COME ANDO. Bel 
WHY YOU,,, YOU ALONE OS 
WERE NEEDFD. QUESTIONS 
Le WITHIN 
\ YOUR EYES. 


YOU'RE NEEDED 
Ria a, 
ONLY ONI mi FIGHTING 
AS YOU COULD FIRE WITH 
TRULY UNDER- FIRE..eh? 
STAND THE : 
ZYGOTEANS AND 














THERE 

1S DEATH 

IN THOSE 
BLUE 
POOLS 


PLAN IT THIS 








\ WAY BUT I 
i SUPPOSE 
THOSE EVES We te 







HAVE NOT ONLY 

COME TO ACCEPT 

DEATH BUT HAVE 
CHOSEN TO 


EMBRACE IT AS. 


BECOME 


















jsrail al 
ieee 


VES: 

YOU'RE Pf THE STARS 
RIGHT. EVER FORGIVE ME, 
SINCE I MET BUTI CAN'T. | 

ANK, I'VE SAY IT HASN'T | 
SMELLED EXCITED 
DEATH IN 

THE AIR 











YOU'VE FOUND EXACTLY 
THAT WHICH ALL MEN OF 

YOUR KIND SEEK, BUT ON 
ASCALE EVEN THE WORST 





COULD IT BE THAT 

eget 
RELI, 
ARE YOU TALKING 2 
"ABOUT > TALKING ABOUT? 


1 DOUBT IT, 
BUT STILL YOU'RE 
WOT FROM THE 
WORLO OF THE 
woods. 





Y_WE OF THE 
/ FOREST PEOPLE 
y HAVE HAD MANY 
GENERATIONS TO 
BULL OUR HORROR 
| OF AKNATON’S 
| MADNESS. IT’S. 
ALLOWED US TO. 
DEFINE ITAND, 
ACCEPT IT. 























YOU, ON THE OTHER 
HAND, ARE NEW 70, 
AKNATON’S INSANITY, SO 
EVEN NOW AS YOU STAND 
BEFORE IT FACE TO FACE, 
YOUR MIND REFUSES TO 
ACCEPT ITS DARK TRUTH. 






FOR WE ARE THE 
CHILDREN, THE CREATIONS, 
LIKE YOUR SWORD, OF LORD 
AKNATON AND PART OF HiS 
BLACK DRAMA. SO NOW. 
THAT WE ARE CONFRONTED 
WITH IT WE RECOGNIZE IT 
FOR WHAT IT IS. 

























ACCEPT #2? BLAasT your 

WINGS, WOMAN, WHY DOES DOOM, DESTRUCTION AND DEATH. 

EVERYONE KEEP TELLING ME TO ” BUT NOBODY SAYS WHO, WHEN OR 
] SACCEPT,” BUT NOBODY'S TELLING }}! YOU FORGOT 
| | \ ME WHAT IT IS I'M SUPPOSED ass FT, ms TO MENTION 
‘TO ‘ACCEPT. ‘ | SUICIDE 














sn SUICIDE £ 


L THINK IT’S FIRST OF ALL, YOU MUST 

BEST THAT YOU REALIZE THAT THERE IS, 
FACE THE TRUTH. ABSOLUTELY No WAY TO 
THERE'S NOTHING STOP THE ZYGOTEANS FROM 
YOU CAN DO Now CONQUERING THE ENTIRE 
1O_CHANGE WHAT GALAXY. 

1§ TO BE. WE'VE 

ALL RUN OUT THE PEOPLE OF ORSIROS, 

OF CHOICES. WHO WERE PROBABLY THE 

MOST ADVANCED RACE 
AMONG THE STARS, HAVE 
TRIED FOR CENTURIES TO 
STOP THE ZYGOTEAN 

JUGGERNAUT AND 

FAILED. 


WAND MAYBE 
(OU'VE SOME 
GOD YOU'D Like 
TO COME TO TERMS 
WITH BEFORE 
THE END. 


REALIZING THIS, THE ORSIROSIANS 
PIERCED THE VEIL THAT HIDES THE 
MANY FUTURES THAT AWAIT US. 
AND SAW THAT ALL BUT ONE PATH THEY. THEN HID IT AWAY. 
LED TO BASE ENSLAVEMENT AND. UNTIL THE DAY THAT THE OF ORSIROS’ FINAL 
DEATH FOR THE ENTIRE GALAXY. WORLD OF ORSIROS WOULD 
AT THE HANOS OF THE ZYGOTEANS. 


SO THE TIME HAS. 
COME TO MAKE USE 


GIFT OF MERCY TOA 
FALL AND THE LYGOTEAN DYING GALAKY, 
MADNESS WOULD STAND 
TRIUMPHANT AND 

$O AKNATON AND UNCHECKED, 
HIS PEOPLE CREATED 
THE INFINITY HORN, 

THE ULTIMATE 
DOOMSDAY WEAPON 

AND MORE 


THE MOMENT HAS COME 
FOR THE INFINITY HORN TO 
BRING AN END TO ALt LIFE 
IN THE MILKY WAY GALAXY, 


METAMORPHOSIS ODYSSEY continues next issue 





PROLOGUE: 


SOMEWHERE BETWEEN THE EASTERN COAST OF 
THE UNITED STATES AND THE BERMUDA /SLANDS, 
A HUGE U.S. AIRCRAFT CARRIER (§ SWUNG 
ABOUT SMARTLY INTO THE WINE... 


» AND TWO F-% PHAN; TOM INTERCEPTORS ARE 
UAUNCHED. THE OPERATION 1$ CARRIED OUT WITH 
EPEICIENCY. THERE 18 NO EXCITEMENT. THIS 18 
A ROUTINE ARMED PATROL, BORING IN /7S 

FAMILIARITY. 





IN hrs THAN THREE WNT 
RED CROWN FLIGHT (S A; 

THEIR CRUISING AL. lee 

65,000 FEET. “LORIN MINUTES 

CATER: Aig rt ROUTINE. 


LOSS OF HYDRAUL! 
ONE ENCES: “Hess Aon. OVER 


— 
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OKAY: ROBBIE... WE'RE 
HEADING BACK TO 
"| BIG MAMA. DON'TGO 
|GETTIN’ 20ST WrTH- 
2 OUT US. 


Winy 
eS 
Hy 


COMMANDER BLAKE ROBBINS SMILES BENEA; 
AUS OXYSEN MASK. OVER THE INTERCOM HE 
MEARS. HS MAVIGATIONAL FLIGHT OFFICER, 
GEORGE Moc /NNES, SWEAR SOFTLY. FROM PEA- 
SOUPERS TO NEAR-HURRICANES, MAC HAS 
NEVER FAMED TO GUIDE THEM HOME. 
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frinal THE Aue- wearer CAPABILITY OF THIS. 
fl SOPHISTICATED MACHINE COUPLED 


WITH 
Re prags pep Popo gl (16 CREW 


SIGNAL, AND RED CROWN 
ONE. Coe, WN. a 











LOSING ALT/TUDE, 
AND THIS WARNING 


IRCRAFT 


HOLY SHIT? WHAT 
THE HELL 1S GOIN’ 
ON, MAC? WE'RE 


WE'RE CLOSING IN ON 
THE TARGET RAPIDLY, 
SKIPPER. SHOULD 
INTERCEPT IN 


APPROXIMATELY 


THREE MINUTES. 


SKIPPER, SOMETHING'S 
SeREINT a ree, 





ree OSCILLATIONS 
RE TOO MUCH / THE 

ig rRae CAN'T WITH- 

STAND THIS CRAP! MUCH 








GOD DAMN IT! 

Rene PAULING 

LIKE A Berend.’ 
GOT 


FLYING THEM. 

TOWARD THE 
y LOOMING 

CLOuRS 


MAC, TRY TO. 
RAISE B/G MAMAS 
TRY... ANYTHING,” 


BUT THE MAAN IN THE BACK SEAT 
MAS BEEN TRYING. NOTHING HELPS. 
RED CROWN LEADER /$ DRAWN 
STEADILY; INEVITABLY (NTO VAST; 
ALMOST LINENDING BLACKNESS. 
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eT OS 
eS 


yr"? if 
CLs MN 





’ 








IT 18 A QUESTION WITH NO ANSWER. 
| SOMEWHERE OFF THE COAST OF THE 
GAS TERN UNITED STATES, THE ARMED 
PATROL OF LT. COMMANDER ROBBINS 
ANDO N.£.0. MaciNNES BECOMES 
ANYTHING BUT ROUTING. 
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MTS rceerty asl 


BACK ON BIG MAMA, ALL Timm A FACT COMEIRMED BY | 

EYES STUDY THE RADAR THE SCOPES OF RED CROWN) i { | 

DISPLAYS... RED CROWN TWO AS /T MAKES ITS | it : E 

OVE HAS VANISHED. RETURN APPROACH. MEANWHILE, DEEP IN 
‘: BW NUMBING DARKNESS. 


id M-MAC...! T DON'T KNOW 
I WHAT'S GOING OW, BUT... 
I THINK I SEE... 


ROBBINS TINGLES WITH A SENSE OF DISPLACEMENT. 


FEARFUL, READY FOR ANYTHING, HE ORDERS AtL 
IRMED AS THE END LOOMS 


WEAPOW SYSTEMS AN 
NEARER AND NEARER, UNTIL 








i WE'VE WANDERED, 
| ie Pee NOT * 
over Rie Meet 
M ¥. 
LET'S HEAD FOR-- 


THE MASSIVE SHAPE HEAVES OUT OF THE CLOUDS 
Ly TO BE AVOIDED, AND.IN FIERY 
CHAOS, RED CROWN ONE FINISHES (TS PATROL. 


geet 





AT. 7:25 PM ON THe EVENING OF 

MAY 6, 1937, THE GERMAN ZEPPELIN 

HINOENBURG BURST EXPLOSIVELY 

INTO FLAME AS IT Was LANCING AT 

LAKEHURST, NEW JERSEY. THE 

cy, 3E OF THE DISASTER 1S STULL 
/EBATED TO THE PRESENT DAY, 
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y EVEN IF THE INHABITANTS 
— OF THIS DIMENSIONAL ZONE 
COMMAND, THIS |S INTELLIGENCE Do HAVE SOMEWHAT 
SECTION. THERE MAY HAVE BEEN SHORTER LIFESPANS 
A SLIGHT 7E/ As - THAN WE DO. 
CALCULATION |N THE RETURN 
OF THAT SPECIMEN WE WERE 
STUDYING. BUT A FEW DECADES 
SHOULDN'T MAKE A GREAT 
DIFFERENCE 









THE YEARS 
passed. 






he wAs Too 


i i a OLO To FIGHT... 
ay; 


The Lure. 


EPIC 75 


‘OLIN *K CALLED HIMSELF THERE. WAS ONLY ONE THING BESIDES GEMS. 
pee uA Genel ge AND GOLD COINS ee, es CK TRULY CARED 


SHE AWAITS 
WiTHI 











a 
AH, JACK... THESE 


- THE PALE SKIN AND RUBY L/PS OF BEAUTI- 
emer ' iA ee vole 
1) ANP THE MOST BEAUTIFUL OF THEM ALL 2 WEET CARESSES. BU 
4 WAS THE alah ol (E- i Fier, LET US.,, i 
w \( a 
BUT JACK WAS AWARE THAT LATELY HER 2 TALK. 
ATTENTION HAD BEGUN TO TURN AWAY eal : 
FROM HIM. a 
oe a 
IN APDITION 70 THE OTHER THINGS 
THEY HAO IN COMMON, LADY JANINE 


SHARED JACK'S PASSION FOR GOLD AND 
GEMSTONES. 








FS HAVE You 
EVER HEARD OF THE 





"EVERYONE HAS HEARD OF THAT 
FABULOUS TREASURE 


BUT _N 
R SEEN NA oe IT'S very WELL 





ever ee ee 


val YOU COULD GET iT For 
MED UNRESS Sotin TALES You've D) 
e: ZUsT ache ERGWE: 


BECAUSE JACK WANTED 70 PLEASE 
LADY JANINE -- AND BECAUSE HE 
CRAVED ADVENTURE-- HE AND 

HIS. THREE ROBOT COMPANIONS 
SET OUT FOR THE CRUMBLING 
CITADEL OF THE BLACK PRIESTS... 


ces sine e. 





ONLY A 
FOOL WOULD RISK 
ANGERING THE BLACK 
PRIESTS BY 


S 
TRYING 12) STEAL 


NO, JACK, 

WE CANNOT/ I 
WILL NOT SHARE MY 
BED WITH A BRAG- 
GART. MAYBE WHEN 

YOu'VE BROUGHT ME 

THE CROWN... 





THE ONLY VISIBLE ENTRANCE WAS ALONG 
WINDING STAIRCASE... 


TO A GAPING CHASM, BRIOGED ONLY BY A 
SLENDER, SILKEN THREAD LADEN WITH SILVER 
BELLS. AT THE THREAD'S ENDS SAT TWO HIPEOLIS 
GARGOYLES, THEIR MOUTHS OPEN..- 


wa AS IF, AT THE SLIGHTEST 
SOUND, THEY WOULD BELLOW AN 
ALARM. 





WELL, LITTLE wN 
ONES, THERE DON'T SEEM 
TO BE ANY GUARDS, OR ANY 
SPELLS TO PROTECT THESE 
DOORS, PERHAPS THE BLACK 
PRIESTS ARE ONLY A 
MYTH, AFTER ALL 


DEEP WITHIN THE 
COMBS: 


s 
4) 
e 


A FIGURE SUDDENLY 
TOOK SHAPE. 


CATA, 


iN. 


THE DARKNESS / 


ME 
To THE ue OF 
SHADOWS / 
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JACKS. SWORD SWIFTLY SLID FROM 
ITS SHEATH, AND GL/TTERED. 
SEMES 


JACK DID NOT KNOW THAT 
HIS PROGRESS HAP BEEN 


THIER Has 
WATCHED FOR DA 


REACHED OUR SANC- 
TUM AT LAST! 


WHEN S 
HE ARRIVES, WE 
MUST REWARD 
HIM RICHLY- - 

AS HE 


DESERVES . 





YES, I CAN 
FEEL IT, 100! THE 
DANGER HERE IS 
NOT YET PAST/ 
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SOMEBODY 
STOP THOSE 
ROBOTS ' 


y. L BEFORE A LAS 2 
WHICH STOOP THREE HOODED FIGURES. ONE 
OF THEM SPOKE IN A CHILLING WH/SPED 


THIEF / DEFILER 
OF OUR SANCTUM « WE BID 


YOU'VE SAVED US THE TROUBLE 
OF FIN! bie SACRIFICE | 


R EWARD 
Be 





FROM THE TWO ROBOTS CAME ONE BURST OF PURE, SEARING WHITE LIGHT. M7 FILLEP THE CHAMBER , LEAVING WO 
SHACOW IN WHICH THE SERVANTS OF THE. EES GOP COULD HIDE / 











DON'T WORRY. WITH 

THE DARKNESS DISPERSED, 

pine CAN'T Hots SHAPE 
PAIN. OH, MY FRIENDS, 

ns ONL we COULD HAVE 

SUCCEEDED BEFORE ONE 

OF YOU WAS LOST... 


NOW, LET'S 
GO FIND 
THAT GOLPEN 

CROWN. 





AND THEN JACK SAW /T. 
\ 


COME, LITTLE 
ONES, LET US BE 
AWAY FROM THIS 
Dy PLACE OF PABRNEAS, 


BLACK GOD'S CROWN. WELL, 
UNLESS THE REST OF LADY. 
JANINE GROWS TO MATCH HER 
GREED, I FEAR IT WILL NEVER 

my wal HER: 


“El SPECIAL THANKS 7 


YES, YOU'RE 
RIGHT. MY PURSE ‘ 
ls EMPTY, BUT JUST THE 
OTHER DAY I 





{ 


F 


De NNN 


Tia 











PIAS B's ei sainpntiates 
UC WERS acess 
BING Is MA > 
PVE Wi} Pena, 
Se VIB 
f SH YRS 
UES ISS 


al 


5 Wi 
AG / ( 
ot | 


Z 


“i 
c 
G 


Z Yip TUNA 
sy gre LNCS ee am Ag Unies treay| 

ar eee) 

Naty WANICAY 
f "egCAie pip) 

Wa\ cg ees 


2 
e) 


55 


ess 





NOL T & 
SERVE THE oa 
MASTERS EES 


And Ao,S made 
Bbraight pre 
the tempde % 
YAUNeERaA, 





LET THE 
THINGS. 


of 
Pe- 


OTHERS TAKE CARE OF 
SE A 


i EAT, YAGA’ 
ii 


ALTHA, 
YASMEENA2/3 


w 
4 
w 
=x 
= 





“My heard beat not, 
Qin entered... 


DO you ‘ 
aaa 
O71 ED, 
BELOVED. ber x be mi. O FOOL? 





AT 
SOONER, T 
WOULD Loose 
THE ALTIMATE 
AORROR, AND 
PERISH IN THE 
IMS OF fe 


“but Yasmeena 
ik NOE wae. 
HAMS NOW HAVE 
I UNLEASHED 
THE ULTIMATE -- 
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“The thing that had, q WHAT OF 
into tha tight ? 
a senseless 
Mg & aKa 








